154                LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

CLXXI.

PARIS, Monday night, January 29, 1858.
I HAVE not seen you for a century. It is
true that many things have happened! I
am cured, and attribute this to our last walk.
Write to me, I pray you, for I need to see
you in order to forget all the horrors of this
world.          t

CLXXII.

LONDON, BRITISH MUSEUM,

Tuesday night, April 28, 1858.
You cannot form an idea of the beauty of
the British Museum on Sunday, when there
is absolutely nobody there except Panizzi
and me. It takes then a marvellous attitude
of piety; only, one fears that the statues
may descend from their pedestals and dance
the polka. Good-by, dear friend.

CLXXIII.

LONDON, BRITISH MUSEUM,

May 3, 1858.

I WAS invited to a dinner of the literary
fund  and warned  that   I  should  have toat Nice
